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March 4th, (972 


Author's Notes: 
This is just ridiculously sappy, but | wanted to write something since today is Chris\ birthday. | like that the 


way things were scheduled on this tour made it so that | could mention my hometown here. Neat. 


A part of Chris likes to think that Brian and the whoever-whatever-business-suit-fellows promoting them 
scheduled this leq of the tour around his birthday. It certainly would explain a lot. The months previous were 
relentless and the weeks ahead are an absolute hurricane. But yesterday they only drove, and right now, Chris 
gets to settle, hopefully for the whole night, into the bathtub in the hotel in Salem bloody Virginia of all places 
on the globe, where nobody lives and where nobody will bother to travel. They're playing Virginia Beach 
Tomorrow, after all. People actually live there. Regardless, it is his twenty-fourth birthday, and everyone has 
come together to present him with a soak and a nap. He closes his eyes, sinks nearly the whole way under the 


water, and appreciates the gift. It's nice to be liked. 


Just as he thinks this, he hears a knock on the bathroom door. He thinks he does, anyway. The water, turning 
and rippling just under his ears, muffles it. He pushes himself up and listens again 


"Christopher?" comes the little plea on the other side of the door. Chris replies with a grunt and shakes the 


wet from his hand so he can wipe his eye. Something scrapes down the surface of the door, an aborted knock. 
"May | come in?" 
"The door isn't locked, Jon," Chris tells him. 


Chris hears Jon mutter "oh" to himself as he turns the knob. Jon shuffles into the bathroom in an 
unfortunate condition: he's got on the silky embroidered periwinkle top he should really only reserve for the 
stage, a cord of black plastic beads each the size of his eyes, his aging sneakers, his woven belt sitting on his 
hips, and--a pair of jeans? Good lord. He gets worse at dressing himself every year, Chris thinks. He leans on 


the edge of the tub, catching his forehead in his hand. He almost laughs. But it's a little too sad for that. 


"We haven't done anything at all for your birthday," Jon says. When he moves to put his hands on his hips, as 
if he's scolding Chris for not celebrating correctly, he loops his index fingers under his belt. "This is so very 
special a day, don't you think we should be doing something?" 


Now Chris laughs. Jon asks him what, his voice squeaking when he does. "How are we going to do something 


special when you're dressed like the laundry?" 
Jon looks down at himself. His inspection turns up a huff. "You've no place to talk. You're not wearing a thing." 


"And I'm still more fashionable than you." Chris shakes his head, shakes the wet from his bangs, shakes the 
laughter away. When he looks up at Jon again, he sees he's pulled the pink up to his cheeks, and he signals him 


over. "Come here." 


Jon pouts, but he moves close to the tub anyway. His feet slide along the floor as if guided from underneath 
by magnets. When Jon is close enough, Chris reaches out and wraps his arms around his hips. He presses his 


face against the silk of Jon's shirt. 


Sometimes Chris wishes he could sleep on Jon. He's so small he could only be used as a pillow, but Chris 
doesn't care. He loves how small Jon is. He could toss him onto the bed and use his stomach as a pillow, or 
maybe his thick little chest. Arse would be warmest. Every part of Jon is warm, though, and smells relaxing 
and sweet and spicy, like a satchel of dried lavender and orange peel and cassia. He remembers the first time 
they kissed, Jon had finished a cigarette not ten minutes earlier and he tasted like cinnamon anyway. He 
remembers how surprising it was as it happened and how much sense it made afterward and forever on. He 


wants to be surrounded by him. 
"Get in here," Chris says. 
"Right now? But we're wasting the night, we are, we've--" he jolts a bit when Chris squeezes him. His posture 


gives; Chris nuzzles his face against his stomach; Jon puts a halt to a gasp. "--l'm not in the mood," he 


decides. 


"| didn't say a word about being in a mood," Chris replies. "I just said get in here. Look, I'll help.’ 


Chris pushes away. He brings his hands around to Jon's front and he works at freeing him from his jeans. Jon 
does not stop him. He doesn't even try. He places his hands on the sides of Chris' head, his fingers working into 
his hair until they disappear. With a sound like a square of snow sliding from a rooftop, Jon's pants drop to the 
floor. Chris goes to repeat the motion with his briefs. He knows Jon means "okay" when he unfastens the belt. 


A moment later, when Jon has tossed his shirt onto the floor, Chris holds onto his hand to help him into the 
tub. Jon, he knows, is so used to how this usually works that he aims to straddle Chris' thighs when he begins 
to step in. "You don't have to," Chris tells him. 


Its your birthday," Jon says. He's still trying to position himself properly. "And if you want me for your 
birthday, then of course I'll let you have me." 


Its pathetic the kind of task Jon is making of this, Chris thinks. He moves so slowly, he's trying to watch 
every inch of skin on both their bodies, and he does want this to feel good for the both of them, but he isn't 
looking at Chris' face. Chris is smirking. He hopes that if he just looks incredulous enough, Jon will catch on, 


glance up, and stop trying. But Jon never does, so Chris says, "I'm not even hard, Jon." 


So then he looks up. His eyes are as enormous as his mouth his miniscule. He looks like some kind of bug, a fly, 
perhaps, that's been trying to suck the sugar from a tabletop for a minute straight only to find he's been 
sitting atop a discolored knot in the wood. Chris runs his hand through Jon's hair. He tells him, again, to come 


here. 


Its a quicker and more fluid process this time for Jon to lie down on top of him, with his head resting on his 
chest. Chris holds him there, one hand in his wet hair and the other on his side, his fingers dangling down 
across the small of his back. Jon says nothing for a long time, and that's fine. He's still embarrassed. Chris 
closes his eyes again and tries not to find it as hilarious as it is. Perhaps if he squeezes Jon--and he does 


this--Jon will see that it's okay, and maybe he'll laugh, too. 


Jon is easy to hold. Sometimes Chris doesn't understand how someone can be so tiny, especially when he's such 
a lumbering, gangly mantis of a man, himself. It must be easy to be small, he thinks. It doesn't take as much 
energy to exist, so all that leftover fuel can go toward moving and thinking and creating. No wonder, he thinks. 
No wonder Jon is the way he is. No wonder he doesn't think about what he wears. No wonder he's perfect. It 
takes a slight disturbance in their positioning, a little churning of the water, but Chris adjusts so he can kiss 


the top of Jon's head. 


The water settles. As soon as it is still again, Jon drags his hand up and, with his fingertip, traces some kind of 
very intent doodle on Chris' chest. "You're so smooth," he says. 


"Yeah," Chris admits. It's never been his strong suit, hair anywhere but his head. It just doesn’t happen. Usually 
Bill is the one to tease him about it; he calls him slippery and finds it appropriate. He'll tolerate Jon doing it, 


though. He supposes. His fingers loosen their hold on Jon's hair. 


Jon smiles. He breathes out, and Chris supposes he could call it a sigh. He rubs the side of his face against 
Chris‘ chest, rolls so he can kiss the skin there, and settles back. That is all he does until he says, "This is 


your favorite place to be." 


‘Of course it is," Chris answers. Though, really, anywhere with Jon is his favorite. But it sounds silly even when 
he thinks it. His too-slick chest would shiver if he said it. He angles his head so the scent of Jon's hair, 
something like sunshine and dried apples and outside, he doesn't know, hovers right there for him. He tells him, 


"You're my favorite person" 


Jon's hand falls back into place, draped around Chris’ side. He clings there. "So this is what you want for your 
birthday," he wonders aloud. 


Dazed, Chris mutters something about “every year," but he doesn't totally hear it and neither does Jon. They 
drowse in the heat of the water. They sleep in the heat of each other. 


